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animal, he inhaled from his palm deeply and long, at the
same time invoking the favour of the gods. Then he leaned
his chin upon his hand, and with large, wistful eyes regarded
h;s ugly captive as it sprawled about, blinking its meal-
bedimmed eyes, and clawing the smooth floor in memory
of its native element. At this juncture I ventured a
question :

" * Why do you not let him go, or give him some water ?

"Slowly the man turned his eyes toward me, an odd
mixture of pain, indignation, and pity on his face, while the
worshipful family stared at me with holy horror.

"c Poor younger brother!' he said at last, ' know you
not how precious it is ? It die ? It will not die ; I tell you,
it cannot die.'

" ' But it will die if you don't feed it and give it
water.'

" * I tell you it cannot die ; it will only change houses
to-morrow, and go back to the home of its brothers.    Ah,
well!     How should you know ?'  he mused.    Turning to the
blinded  turtle  again :    * Ah!   my poor dear  lost  child or The turtle
parent, my sister or brother to have been !    Who  knows ^liead
which ?     Maybe  my  own  great-grandfather  or   mother !' relative.
And with this he fell to weeping most  pathetically,  and,
tremulous with sobs, which were echoed by the women and
children,   he  buried  his   face   in   his   hands.     Filled   with
sympathy for his grief, however mistaken, I raised the turtle
to my lips and kissed its cold shell; then depositing it on
the   floor,   hastily   left   the   grief-stricken   family   to   their
sorrows.     Next day, with prayers and tender beseechings, Theturtk
plumes, and offerings, the poor turtle was killed, and its flesh killed*
and bones were removed and deposited in the little river,
that it might ' return once more to eternal life among its
comrades in the dark waters of the lake of the dead.'    The
shell, carefully scraped and dried, was made into a dance-
rattle, and,  covered by a piece of buckskin, it still hangs
from the smoke-stained rafters of my brother's house.    Once
a Navajo tried to buy it for a ladle ; loaded with indignant
reproaches, he was turned out of the house.    Were any one
to venture the suggestion that the turtle no  longer lived,
his remark would cause a flood of tears, and  he would be